Meadow got out of the bathroom, and forgot to roll down her sleeves.
"Are you okay?" I asked her, noticing a big cut across her arm.
"What do you mean?" She questioned.
"Look at your arm." I said, getting closer, trying to show her.
"OH! It's fine! It's nothing!" She said, very quickly rolling up her sleeves.
"It's a really big cut, I don't think that's a good idea." I said.
"It's fine. Don't worry about it." She said, acting like she was looking out a window.

I didn't want to make any assumptions, but…she's seemed even more down than usual. She's made a lot of disturbing jokes, and told me even more disturbing thoughts. I don't think I should feel like this is jumping to a conclusion.

"You didn't...do that to yourself on purpose, did you?" I asked, genuinely scared to hear the answer.
She hesitated.
"It's not like anyone cares. I can't stop it even if I try. It's just...I deserve it. I deserve it, okay? Don't try to help." She said, turning further away from me.
"Hey, Meadow. I care, and you know I do. This...this can't happen, though. You...you mean a lot to me, okay? Please, at least let me try to help you, if you don't want to talk to anyone." I offered.
"Jack, I...I'm a psychopath. You don't deserve to be around me. You know the things I plan, even if I don't go through with them. I'm fucked up. I don't deserve to be happy." She said, gripping the sleeve where the blood was starting to sleep from.
"Please, please, just listen to me." I said, starting to break down a little.
"I'm gay, Jack. I've been too scared to say it. I'm leading you on constantly, and I feel like shit." She said, gripping her arms together.
"Meadow, I-" I started to say.

Did she really not know? Is this why she kept feeling so bad around me?

"I'm gay too, you know." I finally let out.
"Jesus Christ, really?" She said, turning to face me.
"Yeah, I thought it was kinda obvious." I said.
A pause.
"Please, don't hurt yourself. Please Meadow, please. Just...I love you, as a friend. But that doesn't mean you're not my favorite person in the world." I pleaded.

She ran into my arms and cried her heart out for a few minutes.

"I'm sorry." She muttered.
"Don't be. I'm always here for you." I replied.
"You're my favorite person in the world too." She sobbed.